
YOU FELLOWS DON'T WANT TO STUNT YOUR 
GROWTH—AND, REMEMBER, YOUR FOOT GROWTH 
«UST KEEP UP WITH THE REST OF YOUR, 
BODY.' THAT NEW TWOM M C AN "GRO -CHART* 
INVENTION WILL TELL. YOU WHEN YOU'RE 
STUNTING THE GROWTH 
OF YOUR FEET/ 





SOFT YOUNG FOOT-BONES DON T CRY OUT-- 

LIKE THOSE OF GROWN-UPS — WHEN SHOES 
ARE TOO SMALL/ SO THOAA M<AM DEVELOPED 
THE "GRO- CHART*-- IT GUARDS T HE H fc.UTH 

AND growth of youngsters' p" 

FEET.' THE FITTER IN YOUR | . 

thom m=an store will Mass 
show you how the "gro- SfjA) 

CHART * WORKS.' T''^lff 1 
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IDE TOWECS OFTHE SKEATESTMEN IN TH£ 
HISTOSVOPTHEIVORLP HAVE SEEN &ATHEREP 
TOSETH6R ANP FtACEP IN THE HAN PS OF 

the eoy reporter, BILLY SATSOM. 

\27nEN HE PRONOUNCES THE NAME OP THE 
ANCIENT vAflZARC>,*3HAZAM,HE SeCQM£6 IN 
A BtlNPINU FLASH OF LISHTNIN© THE W0RLP5 

MKSHTIE6T MORTAL, CAPTAIN MABVEL I 

VtjHUH EVIL IS PEFEATEPANPJUSTICeASAIN 
ESTABLISHED, CAPTAIN MARVEL REPEATS THE 
M4<SIC VVORPAVflP CHANGES &ACK TO EWLLY 
ONCE MORE.' SOAMAZINSI5 THIS CHANSE 
THAT MOST PEOPLE NEVER REALIZE WHAT 
HAS HAPPENEP ' 
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Tt LECH? AM ID JOSiAHS 
FAMILY / "WE PEEPLY REGRET 
TO INFORM lOU THAT JOStAH 
DCONE BKAVELY 6AVE HIS LIFE 
IN THE PegfCXaWANCE OF HIS 




GOSH , CAPTAIN MARVEL )S 
WONDERFUL / IF I COULD 
BE LIKE HIM I HOOLPNT BE 
AFRAID OF ANYTHING / 
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ASvnnsiMior 



/ SHOULD BE 
L&OOD FOR A 
\ DOUBLE THIS 
TRIP 




YERNOMS -3S3 A 
AVERAGE WAS TOPS FOR HIT- ^ 
TERS IN THE JUNIOR CIRCUIT ' 
DURING 194-6. HE WAS CHAMP 
IN THE "DOUBLES DEPARTMENT," 
TOO — DROVE OUT SI TWO- . / 



BASE HITS 



BATTING 
CHAMPION OP THE 
AMERICAN LEAGUE 



"ftjH£Y HIT 'THE. SPOT." THATS WHAT 
MICKEY VEJZNON SAYS ABOUT WHEATIES. 

"I EAT A BIS BOWLFUL ALMOST EVERY 

MORNING." SAYS THE CHAMPION 
SLUGGER. "AMD MY TIP TO EVERY- 
BODY WHO LIKES GOOD EATING 

IS—GSTA/EXT TO WHEATIES" 





AT THE START OF THE 194-6 
CAMPAIGN, MICKEY WAS 
GOING HITLESS. BUT ONCE HE 
STARTED TO CLICK HE JUMPED TO 
NUMBER ONE ON THE HIT PARADE 
— PACED THE LEAGUES FAMOUS 
SLUGGERS PRACTICALLY ALL SEASOM 



G 



<NITH MILK AND FKUIT 
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no wonder they 
chose betty for 
cheerleader! 




TRADE 
MARK 



Cheer leading's fun, but you almoit have to be an 
acrobat like Betty to do the best job. That's where 
good shoes really help They help in any active fun. 
Ball-Band Canvas Sport Shoes — like Betty is wearing 
— fit right, they're built right inside and out. They're 
washable, and the soles don't mark floors. Both 
. boys and girls cheer for them. Just try on a 
t pair! Go to the store where you see the Red 
Ball trade-mark. 



Look for the Red Ball in 
the Store and on the Sole 
of the Shoe. 





Ball-Band 



MISHAWAKA RUBBER 1 WOOLEN MFG. CO., 
MISHAWAKA, INDIANA 
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COME ON, CANCiGET IN THE FUN, TOOi 

JOIN THE CAPTAIN MARVEL CLUE TOPAVi 




ABVtlTl HUlfcT 
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MIND OVER MATTER 



A Jon Jarl Adventure 

by 

Eando Binder 



TITANIA, one of Uranus' four moons, 
was 1000 miles in diameter, and served 
as a mining outpost for Earth. As Lieutenant 
Jon Jarl of the Space Patrol slanted down 
in his. rocket ship, he wondered what was 
wrong. He had picked up an SOS from the 
miners, hours before, that they were in 
trouble. 

In a valley, he saw the huge open pit 
from which they dug valuable ores. Nearby 
was the village. But there was no mining 
going on. The machines lay idle. And not a 
soul could be seen in the village. 

Puzzled, and deciding to use caution, Jon 
landed his ship outside the village, screened 
by trees, and stepped out. The gravity was 
light, and the air thin and cold, but Jon was 
used to such extra-terrestrial conditions. 

He strode through the trees toward the 
village, but whirled, pulling his ray gun, at 
the sudden sound of a footstep behind him. 
Then Jon relaxed, smiling. A man was ap- 
proaching him. One of the miners, no doubt, 
since he wore rough clothes and had a small 
pickaxe in his belt. 

"Hello," said Jon. "What are you doing 
out in the woods? Why are you away from 
the village?" 

As the miner approached, John noticed a 
strange, cold light in his eyes. "You are of 
the Space Patrol?" the miner asked in a stiff 
voice. "You have come to help the village 
people?" 

"Why, yes," nodded Jon, puzzled at the 
way he put it. 

"Then we will seize you !" barked the man 
suddenly. Several more miners now slipped 
from behind trees and converged on Jon. 
They all had a strange hostile look in their 
eyes. 

"Hey, what is this?" demanded Jon. "I'm 
here to help you. I'm a fellow Earthman, a 
human being." 

"Our enemy!" hissed the leader, and they 
all jumped for Jon— only Jon wasn't there. 
He had leaped back twenty feet, in the light 
gravity. One man tried to hurl his pickaxe 
at Jon, but Jon shot it out of his hand. 

"You men are acting mighty strange," Jon 




snapped, holding them off. "I'm going to the 
village and find out the answer to all this." 
He turned and made a dash for the village. 
The miners let him go, making no effort t< 
pursue him. 



* 



ANOTHER surprise lay in store for Jon 
in the village. As he passed the first 
aluminum hut, a ray spanged out, nearly 
clipping him. Men jumping him in the 
woods, and now men shooting at him in the 
village! What was going on here? 

But then the door of the hut opened and 
a miner rushed out. with a glad cry. "A 
space policeman! We mistook you for one 
of the Mindies! Come in, come in! We sure 
are glad to see you !'* 

Well, that was better! Jon went in. The 
door was carefully locked behind him. In 
the hut were ten miners, all looking haggard, 
worn and unshaven, as though they had 
been on guard for days. The leader intro- 
duced himself as Dan Gallard. 

"Those men in the woods," asked Jon, 
"why did they attack me? Why would they 
attack a fellow Earthman?** 

"Fellow Earthman nothing!" retorted 
Gallard. "They aren't fellow Earthmen at 
all." 

"What?" Jon said. "But they are men — 
human beings! I saw them with my own 
eyes." 

"Yes, human in form. But mentally, they 
are alien being* V* 

"You mean their minds are not human?" 

Gallard nodded. "Let me explain. The 
native beings of Titania are pure minds. 
They have no physical bodies. We call them 
Mindies. They are just minds, floating 
freely. They have the power to go into a 
human brain, and take it over! We didn't 
suspect this ourselves, till a week ago. Be- 
fore that, a man now and then would seem 
to go crazy, run amok and dash off into the 
woods. We thought he just went bats. But 
what really happened was that a Mindie had 
crept into his brain, and had taken him 
over." 

Jon was amazed, but then he nodded. 
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There were many queer things among the 
various worlds. "How many of your men 
have been taken over by the Mindies?" 

"Too many," Gallard muttered. "A week 
ago, the Mindies came in a huge swarm and 
took over as many as they could. They got 
fifty men! That leaves only us ten in the 
village— LOOK OUT!" 

TpHE last was a warning screech from 
Gallard. Suddenly he began wildly beat- 
ing his arms about his head as if fighting an 
invisible nightmare. "A Mindie!" he yelled. 
"In this room! It must have slipped in when 
we let the Space Policeman in." 

"But I don't see anything — " began Jon. 
He stopped, for dimly now, he could see the 
vague misty ball that hung in the room. The 
misty ball of pure mind darted at Jon and 
wrapped itself around his head. 

Suddenly, a strong telepathic voice rang 
through his head. "Get out!" the voice said. 
"Get out, you Earthly mind ! I am going to 
take your place, and rule this Earthman's 
body! Get out — get out!" 

Jon felt his mind slipping. No, not slip- 
ping — it felt as if his mind were being 
shoved out of his brain! Once that hap- 
pened, he knew he would no longer be Lieu- 
tenant Jon Jarl, but a Mindie, an enemy of 
Earthmen ! 

Some instinct told Jon there was only one 
way to fight the Mindie. He couldn't Hit it. 
or shoot it. He could only fight it with 
mental force! "No!" Jon yelled. "You can't 
get in! You can't get in! You can't — !" 

Suddenly he was free. The Mindie, de- 
feated, let out a sort of mental curse, and 
Jon could see its cloudy round shape dart 
for the door. Gallard opened it, and the 
Mindie was gone. "Only too glad to get rid 
of it," Gallard grunted. He turned to Jon. 
"Good thing you have a strong mind. Those 
with weak minds give in to the Mindies and 
get taken over." 

Jon wiped the sweat off his brow and then 
said thoughtfully, "Those Mindies can't be ' 
pure mental force. They must have some 
material form. They can only get in and out - 
through open doors . . . Hmm." 

Gallard peered out of the window, anxious- 
ly. "They'll probably attack soon. I mean the 
Mindies in Earthman bodies. They outnum- 
ber us now. One good attack and they could 
kill us off and take over the village for them- 
selves. We've been expecting it for a long 
time. That's why we sent out that SOS. Can 
you think of any way to save us?" 

Jon thought silently for a time. Then his 
expression brightened. "Do you have any 
batteries?" he asked. 

"Why yes/* Gallard said puz2led. "We 
have batteries in every hut for heating pur- 



poses. Electrical heat." He pointed to a 
bank of large batteries at the back. Without 
explanation, Jon began looking and unhook- 
ing wires. 

TO' OT long after, the attack come. A wildly 
yelling horde of men streamed from the 
forest, swinging pickaxes, and tried to batter 
down the door to get at the barricaded min- 
ers. Humans fighting humans ! But half of 
them were not human. They were th& alien 
Mindies. 

As the door came down and the enemy 
charged in, Jon was ready. "Stand back!" he 
yelled to his companions. Then he extended 
a bare wire and pulled a switch. A long 
streak of electrical energy sprang forth and 
hit one of the attackers. A surprised look 
came over the face, replacing the alien look, 
and then the body fell to the floor. 

Jon shot his electrical spark into the other 
Mindies, and down they all went. The at- 
tackers kept coming from outside, but Jon's 
spark got them all. 

"You licked them !" Gallard said, awed. 
"How did you do it?" 

"Simple enough," Jon explained. "I fig- 
ured the Mindies must be a ball of some- 
thing — maybe just loose atoms or electrons. 
And an electrical charge can disperse loose 
atoms. In short, I electrocuted the Mindies!" 

Gallard waved sadly at the bodies. "Too 
bad they had to die." 

But at that moment one of the men sat 
up, bewildered. "Uh . . . hello," he said. 
"What happened? Last I remember, I was 
at the mine working, and then all went 
blank!" 

"They're alive!" cried Gallard. "And their 
minds are back!" 

"Their minds never really left," Jon cor- 
rected. "The Mindies only gained control of 
the human brain, submerging the human 
mind. Then, when the Mindie got electro- 
cuted, the miner's human mind was free 
again. The electrical shock was strong 
enough to kill the Mindies, but not power- 
ful enough to harm the rugged human bodies 
they were in." 

"Then all the men will recover, and be 
normal human beings again," Gallard said 
thankfully. "And now we know how to fight 
off the Mindies — with electricity! Lieutenant 
Jarl, all I can say is " 

"Skip it," Jon grinned. "I'm hungry. How 
about some chow?" 

THE END. 

Watch for another Futuristic adventure 
■with Jon Jarl in next month's Captain Mar- 
vel Adventures. 



CAPTAIN MARVEL 




CAPTAIN MARVEL 



A SPOT f ALWAYS 
THE BUROEN FAU-S ON AAV 
SHOULDERS .' .T GOTTA OO 
£\/E/£YrH/S/Gr WTtf 7W/S 
StfOW LEMME SEE IF I 
CAN THINK OF A COUPLE 

OF ecoD 
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rrs wo use ; 

HE WON'T 
EV£N LISTEN 
TO ME I HE 

just uses 

HIS OWN 
SASS.' 
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YOU DELIBERATELY LET 
THIS SORlLLA LOOSE TO 
ItUfN THE PROSKAM, OlONT 
YOU .' 




)K>U NEED SOMEONE TO 
WRITE THE JOKES YOU 
DELIVER.' THE TROuBLS 
IS, YOU'VE NEVER L6T 
ANYONE TELL A JOKB .' 
YOU'RE TOO auey TEUJNS 
ONE YOURSELF... 



EVERYTHING WORKED OUT FOR 
THE BEST / CAPTAIN ,V\AFfVEL- 
WAS VEEV SLAP TO SETKIPOP HIS 
JD&. EVEN THOUGH HE MIGHT HAv» 
BECOME THE WORLD'fl 
GREATEST GASWRlTER- 
AND THATl* NO 
JOKE. SON. 1 
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ITS ONE A.M . A5 SAM AND OTIS ORWE PAST THE HOUSE Of WEALTHY SAN K£ R 

HK36INSOTHAM 



LOOK.' 

t THE/RE ELOPING- 
iSNT IT 
ROMANTIC ? J 



THAT CAL'S NOT ELOPING- 
LOOK AT HER KICK /SHE'S i 
BEING KIDNAPPED.' 



MM 



LISTIN TO) "Tlw - - - ■ ■ - of So* Sporf*' 
i.[ - Sti». i'i on yew' - - ■ ~- - (CM) i" 1 '" 
Uoiion S*« I'tMVQ >n yOV local nvwtpapor 





COME OUT 
Of THERE 
KXI LUG 



K O'jT, SAW --HE 




HE'S NO KIDNAPPER ! I 60 THAT'S IT— Ef FIE, HAND ME 
HE'S TRYING 10 MAKE V THAT WILDtoDOT CREAM-OIL 
ME MARRY HIM— AND 
I WOULD IP HET> BE 
MORE NEAT - ESPECIALLY 
ABOUT HIS HAIR 




sam smc* suooesre you try wiloroot cream-oil. it 

MAKES YOUR HAIR LOOK SWELL. MAKES IT fUL GOOD, 
TOO . GET IT AT ANY DRUG OR TOILET GOODS COUNTER 



HERE -GET SOME 
WILDROOT CREAM- OIL 
ON XJUR HAIR-MAYBE 
SHE'LL CHANGE 
HER MIND 




SEE 5BOE, WILD- hi WELL, 
SOOT CREAM- Oil ^> I LIKE 
WAKES ME LOOK SO J THAT.' 
MOD-SHE SHOULD VfSS? 
3£ KIDNAPPING ME.' /Is „1 



LOOK PAL: SHES 
A BANKERS 

DAUGHTER AND 
SHE'S BEAUTIFUL . 
CREAM-OIL - OR NO 
'CREAM-OIL'— I 
WOULDN'T PLAY 

HARD TO GET .' 




EVE READY 

^Hflfl TRADE MARK 

FLASHLIGHT BATTERIES 





